MARGOT ASQUITH

On Sunday (November the 8th) the McKennas, November,
Henry and I went to morning service on the first-class
cruiser Leviathan. We sat about 200 of us under a
long, low roof below the upper deck. I looked at the faces
of the bluejackets; jolly, indifferent, keen men of every
type: plain and handsome, tall and short, and thought
if they had been women how they would have stared
about at the Prime Minister, possibly even at Pamela
and myself ; but men are uncurious and occupied; they
are not whispering, inquisitive busybodies. People may
say what they like, but men and women are not what the
Suffrage ladies think; they are of a different kind and
not a variation of the same species.

I asked Admiral Fawkes, with whom we lunched, if
he or any of his sea friends were afraid of. the German
Fleet. He said he thought the Navy that was copied
and did not copy was likely to remain the most powerful,
but that the sea scare had done the Service harm, as it kept
young men in the home waters when they should have
been gaining experience abroad. He added that they
knew all about the German Fleet except her target
practice at sea.

When I went to bed exhausted and thoughtful, I
wondered upon what mission my beautiful Collingwood
would first sail.